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Dreams Of Galilee   "William F. Hooley","Elizabeth Spencer","John Young","C. P. Morrison"
Language: en

the war, I [...]
How oft my soul hath longed to pray,
the path where Jesus loved to be?
Now in my dreams I see his pain,
and walk with him, and walk with him in
gathering.
[...] j j j j j j j j j j j j j j [...
] j j [...] j j j
------------------
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Bear's Oil  
Language: en

I don't come down to my
house sometimes and see you.
I worked down here the other night and I got
[...]
You got in a subject by whom?
That old dog in your business.
I don't speak to you.
He did it.
It's much bigger than that dog.
I know that old dog.
I can see that by an identical voice.
Why, in the first place my dog is made of iron.
In the second place he's lying, he can't see.
Well, well,
the first place he hasn't got any teeth.
And in the fourth place I haven't
got any job in the first place.
Oh, Lord, say to God,
I'm trying to ask you a question.
What do you mean?
Now, the other day I went out in the street
and I was pampering into a drugstore.
And I'm going to ask you what smells
first when you're going to a drugstore.
Why, campers?
No, no.
I don't.
No, no.
No, no, no, no, no.
We change it.
No.
Perpentine.
No.
Toot toot.
No, that it is.
Service queen.
No, no.
Ham and eggs.
Oh, ham and eggs in a drugstore.
Did you know that?
No, that it is.
Sleep powder.
No, no.
Mostly stank.
No, no.
Miss Winslow's losing snares.
Miss Winslow's just losing the syrup.
No, that it is.
I know what that bears are.
No, that it is.
You bursing.
No, no.
Who's that forever?
No, that it is.
That it is.
[...] in one.
No, that it is.
That it is.
No, no.
[...]
No, no.
Old Billy Carter's never seen it.
Old Billy Carter's never that it is.
So, I know that it is.
Super du Booye.
[...] in the drugstore.
Nigga, whoever [...] the worst.
No, no, no, that it is.
Dog, this is old.
Lydie of Pinkham's compound socket has.
Lydie of Pinkham's compound,
the stupid socket has.
No, that it is.
A boyless man.
No, no.
Uh, Dr. Brown's chronicle, would ya?
Stumps and browns is right.
No, that it is.
No, no, that it is.
Elephant spot fire.
Elephant spot fire.
No, that it wasn't.
More and more of it.
No, that it is.
Now some powder.
No, no.
Jim Sinise.
No, no.
Dr. Dean expect your eggs.
No, that it is.
Dr. Dean expect your uncle.
No, no.
Dr. Dean expect the whole family.
Ha, ha, ha.
No, that it is.
That it is.
I know.
Fuck that.
Bear's door.
There you go, Jim, with that dog's gun.
Don't bow.
No, that it is.
Crap him.
No.
Remember the key.
Remember the key.
Remember the drugstore.
Look out.
Look out, nigga.
What kind of a drugstore do you go to?
I wonder what you smell when
you're first going to an opera.
[...] you come out.
Oh, the door.
No, the door now.
No, no.
The door, man.
No, the counter.
[...] is.
The man behind the counter.
The man behind the counter.
Ha, ha, ha.
Oh, no, no, that that it is.
Well, I guess you don't go to Dean's drugstore.
I go to Dean's.
No, no.
Well, I can't see if anything is.
I guess if all I can do is smell
your first going to drugstore.
Why, you nose, nigga.
Ha, ha.
Anybody ought to know that.
Well, you didn't know the drink.
There comes that old shimbo around the bend.
Yes, the usual simon to hot corn man.
Hello, nigga.
What you all mess around here on this evening,
Pa, huh?
Hello, Simon, how you coming on?
Same as y'all want you to help us
out with a song that's in the wind.
What you all want HTML?
Oh, that would smile down.
All right, cuddle loose.
[...] that.
It's [...] a
------------------
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As We Parted At The Gate   "Donald Chalmers","Harvey Hindermyer","E. Austin Keith"
Language: en

[...] we parted at the gate,
I thought my heart would shrink.
Often now I seem to hear her last goodbye.
And the stars that tune at night will
never die as bright as they did before we
parted at the gate.
Many years have passed and gone since I
went away once more, leaving far behind
the girl I love so well.
But I wander back once more, and today
I pass the door of the cottade well, my
sweetheart, here to dwell.
All the roads they flew at fair,
but the faith is missing there.
I hear a voice repeating, you're to live.
And I think of days gone by
with a tear so from her eyes.
On the evening as we parted at the gate,
as we parted at the gate, I thought my
heart would shrink.
Often now I seem to hear her last goodbye.
And the stars that tune at night will
never die as bright as they did before we
parted at the gate.
------------------
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Some Day   "Elizabeth Spencer","Milton Wellings"
Language: en

I think I'll be, I know the prayer I'm facing.
But welcome you may give to me,
I'll miss you [...] is to me.
It may not be, [...] and pray,
Till I find him and present pray, The world is
wide but small and dark,
Our hands are hard, [...]
Someday, someday, someday I'll come with you.
Lord, I know the twin for all, Lord,
I know the twin for all, Holy Spirit, holy
Spirit, [...] you love me, Holy Spirit,
I love you now, I love you now, I love
you [...] love you now, I know my daughter,
you follow me, [...] Spirit, I love
you now, Holy Spirit, holy Spirit,
Holy Spirit, holy Spirit, Someday someday,
I'll clear a throne to make me,
Someday every heart shall roll away, That dark
and warm with [...] Someday, someday,
someday I shall meet you, Lord, I know
[...] all, Holy Spirit, holy Spirit, [...
] you love me, Holy Spirit, I love you
now, Lord, I know you now,
------------------
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The Two Poets  
Language: en

[...]
Please keep going.
Do you expect the rise of this fur the moment?
Yes, along the little [...] old place.
Now, if I could give you a sentence,
you'd think you'd make it dry.
Oh, yes, finally, Mr. Dooley.
Now, here's the substance.
Making both ends meet? Oh, that's easy!
Well, it's here, Mr.
Daddy, on the floor, calling on hands and feet.
Mr. Daddy's six-toned mouth,
thus making both ends meet.
That's all right, that is.
Now, here's another substance.
Always together.
That is easier than the first one, really.
In the middle of July, in the hottest kind
of weather, where two can sleep alone,
why, one can sleep together.
Now, here's one with some classes.
Oh, that's what I like, man. Something we find.
See, believe this loudly,
like a tiny weaselid, like a tiny weaselid,
don't you order tea?
Don't you order tea?
See, believe this is loudly.
Well, I'd jab you in the head with a template.
Here's a beautiful one.
Down in the valley of Mays and Thales,
with fading her wilt and golden hair.
Oh, that's the way to say that.
Well, how do you say it?
Down in the kitchen, I made a pair.
Out of the hands was picking the hair.
Here's a kind of cold tea I like.
There was an old woman from Worcester who
had nine hands and a rooster, but the
rooster died and the old woman died.
Now she don't get as many eggs as she used to.
Oh, we've got a scammer's rooster!
Oh, that's a mother's rooster!
There was an old man from Durham.
He bought a pair of pants and he wore them.
He stooped and he laughed,
and he felt quite a dash, for he knew
and well he had saw them.
Ha ha ha!
There was an old lady from Trenton
who spit on her teeth to see things.
She says, I don't care,
I need to get another pair.
These are not mine, I only rent them.
Ha ha ha!
Oh, please, please, please.
Did you ever hear my rabbit had a quarter?
Oh, I never hear it, but I'd like to hear it.
But there she goes.
Well, it's a down town.
[...] and bad habits.
Did you ever see such a rabbit?
Oh, I never see that
hand-to-work rabbit in my seat.
Oh, rabbit ain't you, Shane.
And a down hat and a kick
and a coat and a hound
and a head-back and big silly coat.
Old head jumped in the bottom of the pot
and the wires grew in the gambit pot.
In terms of my giraffe.
Oh, little rabbit, a hat and a coat and
a knife a raccoon worked a game for two
and a pet, a pet, a pet, a pet, a pet.
Good lady, oh, poor rabbit boy.
Grandma, gravity, you, Shane.
You are nothing but my descent.
Yes, my darling,
but I'm coming through the wind.
Ha ha ha!
I haven't even done anything with touch.
It's all good to [...] me in the dust.
And if it rains, leave your spot on it.
Ha ha ha!
A way down, yapping in the yank
and the tank the bull will fall to
jump from the bank and the bank.
He jumped his boat there.
Oh, little rabbit, a hat and a coat and a
knife a raccoon worked a jig and a coat
and a pet, a pet, a pet, a pet, a pet, a pet.
Good lady, did you ever see such a rabbit?
Oh, I never knew.
Oh, the warm rabbit boy.
------------------
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My Uncle's Farm  
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And that's it.
Have a nice day.
Thank you.
[...] do you know you're getting me an Abbot.
How are you gonna kill me?
See this little horn? That's gonna kill you.
How's that gonna kill me?
The next time you start a generalize,
I'm gonna blow that horn and you
know you're lying and you stop.
Now I'm gonna take you up on my uncle's farm.
Has your uncle got a farm?
Has he got a farm?
Well my uncle's farm covers the
whole county of Westchester.
And blackberries, we got blackberries
up there as big as a bucket.
And horses, while we got horses up there,
stands 32 hands high
without any shoes on.
And apples,
we got apples up there as big as a barrel.
Hey look here, don't you expect I
better get a little horn for you?
Why no, you don't need no horns for me,
so I need a whole brass band for you.
Ha ha ha ha ha!
So that's your uncle's farm.
Yeah, that's my uncle's farm.
Well your uncle's farm wouldn't make
a backyard for my uncle's farm.
Why has your uncle got a farm too?
Has he got a farm too?
Why we got an old barn up here that's
300 miles long, 200 miles wide, and then
four inches high.
Ha ha ha!
Why boy, that's be hot.
And apples, we got apples up yander so
big and juicy that when they fall on the
ground and push,
all the rivers around yander get full of cider.
Ha ha ha ha!
Yeah, we got a spring up on
my uncle's farm that gives 17
different kinds of water.
Yeah, that's the cutest answer.
We got a spring on my uncle's
farm that gives soup.
Ha ha ha ha!
Yes, but we got a well up there
so deep there's no bottom to it.
Do it me? Why no, don't leave.
Yeah, that's what we got a well
on my uncle's farm, so deep.
Yeah, if a man was to fall in it,
it'd take you four days before you'd [...]
Ha ha ha ha ha!
Oh, but we got a road up on my uncle's farm,
25 miles
long, and it's perfectly straight.
Daddy, that's the cutest.
We got a road on my uncle's farm so
crooked that if a man was to get up in the
morning to take him off,
he'd beat himself coming back.
Ha ha ha!
Ha ha ha!
And chicken.
But we got an old [...] set on anything,
from a propane ball to a lemon.
She set on a cake of ice last week and
hatched out four boards of hot water.
Ha ha ha!
But, babe, boy, do you ever have any
cold weather up there in the wintertime?
It was the cold of yandle last winter.
That's a thermometer got the pneumonia.
Well,
last winter's so cold up on my uncle's farm.
One Sunday night,
we want to have some ice cream for our supper.
So I took the milk tailed
and a little lemon extract.
I went out to the barn to
start to milk the cow.
And as quick as the milk struck the bottom
of the pail, it was so cold it froze,
we had lemon ice cream for our supper.
Oh, Daddy, that's a cute stand.
It was so cold on my uncle's farm last
winter that we had to field a fire around
the cow before we get milked.
Ha ha ha!
Sweet job, of course.
You certainly have a scandalous fever.
There was a moment this lady,
fifteen a moment this land, she had an only
daughter, but a baby hurt command.
Oh, you shall be free.
Oh, you shall be free.
Oh, you shall be free.
When the good Lord set you free.
There was a man of sorrow.
There was a man of sin.
He went to look for sin.
But sin wasn't important.
Oh, you shall be free.
Oh, you shall be free.
When the good Lord set you free. .
------------------
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Ma Lady Lu   "Walter Van Brunt","Edwin S. Brill"
Language: en

I listen to the sound once gently [...
] me of you, my lady Lou.
Who is a loving message I've been trying,
and it tells me that my baby is too.
The shadows of the night are softly falling,
my honey Lou, so fond and true.
The mockingbirds and whippers will not marry,
who they'll make as I call you.
Come to me, my lady Lou, come me,
my old sweet babe, oh do, do.
You know I love you so, oh honey, no,
say no, I'd die for you, my lady Lou.
Since when I look in your eyes, my heart
is just a whisper and a thirst of cries.
If I could only dare, for in your arms a bell,
then I'd know that you're my lady
Lou.
It just seems natural and the
flowers to blossom, my love for you,
that's how it grew.
And now to me you sweeter than the possum,
don't say no good plays, my
heart's in full.
You remember when I met you in the springtime,
a little new, now lady Lou.
The orange blush is red when hit by sunshine,
so you blush when I kiss you.
Come to me, my lady Lou, come be, my [...]
You know I love you so, oh honey, no,
say no, I'd die for you, my lady Lou.
Since when I look in your eyes,
my heart is [...] a thirst of cries.
If I could only dare, for in your arms a bell,
then I'd know that you're my lady
Lou.
------------------
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Shipmates  
Language: en

You're the man that wants to work on my sheep.
Yes indeed I do.
Now what do you know about boats?
I know all about boats.
I used to be a janitor on a boat.
I used to be a janitor on a boat.
Now look here,
suppose you was way out in the ocean.
You was on board a man of war.
A great picture storm was to come up.
You was the loser of this man.
Now how's you going to wind up the [...] twire?
I don't know, I never had nothing
but a ninja song watching my...
You don't have to [...]
You don't have to bow to boats.
Why do you do?
[...] out in the ocean.
And was on a boat and the water was wet.
And the boat was a pigeon and
the captain was a itchen.
And the second mate was blue sheep in the wind.
And she was to lose her main stage.
How'd you go to work to find
out which way her car said?
Whoever heard of a ship wearing cars [...
] yellow was a female boat.
Ha ha ha ha [...]
Now suppose it was a dark,
calm moonlight night.
Whoever heard of a dark, calm moonlight night?
And the wind it was blowing.
You're so cold.
And the snow it was snowing.
Really loaded.
And she was running around
the point mighty fast.
All of a sudden her flag snapped
on a bass with a physical boom.
And the wind blew the 40
gallon star part of the ship.
And the cook jumped over her.
And she ran up to a corn feed.
Now how would you go to want
to hit her rudder without
interfering with a skyscraper?
I let the wind blow to her hobbing, Gaiman.
What's a hobbing, Gaiman on a steamboat?
That's a pitbull on the anchor.
Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!
What if he was out in the
river on the deck of a boat?
And your bulwurch was washed overboard.
How would you go to work to get
beefsteak for breakfast in the morning?
Why, go down and get a snake off the steering.
Oh, stinky.
The bulls you want eggs for
breakfast in the morning.
The captain or the ship to leave to.
How would you get them without
running up an eight harbor?
I'd go down in the hatchway.
Ha ha ha [...]
Why, you'd call her the known woman.
Who, Hattie Green?
Oh, she's a smart woman.
We have other smart women.
Who?
Why, we have women lawyers.
Lawyer?
We have women doctors.
Women detectives.
Women detectives.
Technographers.
Technographers.
Hockey policy.
Politicians.
In fact,
the women could do everything in anything.
And anybody.
Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!
Now look out.
You may have women lawyers.
Women doctors.
Women dentists.
Women stenographers.
Women detectives.
Women reporters.
Women policemen.
Women ball players.
And women presidents.
But there's one thing in this wide
world that a woman never can be.
What's that?
The father of a large family.
Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha [...
] ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
------------------
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Versions For more information, visit www.
fema.gov
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AUNT CONTINUES AUNT CONTINUES AUNT CONTINUES
[...] CONTINUES [...] CONTINUES AUNT
CONTINUES AUNT CONTINUES AUNT CONTINUES
------------------
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That Mesmerizing Mendelssohn Tune   "Collins and Harlan","Irving Berlin"
Language: en

[...]
If you ever love me, show me now.
I never, Lord,
I wish they'd play that music on forever.
Mmm, oh, that's me, [...]
Oh, that's me, the son too.
My, oh, love me.
Love me to that evil, love them free.
Love them all, gee.
Scream me, honey,
scream me to that evil, sweet.
Kiss me like you would your mother,
one who kisses her and another.
That's the only music that
was ever made for me.
That's cableizing, hypnotizing,
mesmerizing, [...]
Mmm, Sam, I certainly am inspired
to know that meddlesome music.
What kind of music did you say, honey?
Mettlesome.
No, not meddle-some.
Well, then, what is it?
Why, Mendel Taunt.
What did I say?
You said meddle-some.
Did I say that?
Why, Halt [...]
Oh, love me to that [...]
Love them all, gee.
Scream me, honey, scream me,
honey, that evil, sweet.
Kiss me like you would your mother, [...
] another.
That's the only music that
was ever made for me.
That's cableizing, hypnotizing,
mesmerizing, [...]
[...]
Don't you stand there,
honey, can't you hear me?
I am easy-clanow, waiting till I'm almost done.
Mmm, oh, that meddle-some.
[...]
The self-acquainted with some real-life wound.
Make some funny noises like
the pumpkins from dew.
Mmm, oh, that meddle-some too.
Oh, I'm getting ready for the deal.
My, honey, love me to that evil,
love them free.
Love them all, gee.
Scream me, honey, scream me,
honey, that meddle-some scream.
Tell me like you and your mother want
to give them better than love again.
The only music that was ever missed for me.
That's an alight and hypnotizing,
that's my right and may well stand true.
Liza.
Yes, darling.
Liza.
Don't you think so?
Look me in the eye.
What's wrong?
Never mind, but look me straight in the eye.
Well, what's wrong?
But it's one of memorizes.
Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah, man.
Don't you come around here
with that cool messy messy.
I don't get scared.
I was only fooling.
Poor, please.
Come back here.
No, you scared me.
[...] to that evil, love them free.
[...] gee.
Scream me, honey, scream me, [...]
Tell me like you and your mother want to [...]
The only music that was ever missed for me.
[...] that's my right and [...]
------------------
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My Sambo   "Arthur Collins","Isidore Witmark"
Language: en

I love him like rasp or jam.
I never said for a man but man, oh,
he said I'm the only one to marry
his father's son.
I'm happy as I can be,
no other fool I can please.
He's all this big world to me, his sambol.
Sambol, sambol, sambol, sambol, never [...
] a, done a, had a fool like sambol.
He's a dandy, is my angy-angy,
long and lanky sambol.
He's so handy when he's singin'
and playin' on a tambole, sambole.
The other two have no show,
no show but one and just my little wooly-headed
sambol.
He's a dandy, is my sambole, sambole.
He's so handy when the sambole is a sambole,
sambole.
The other two have no show,
no show but one and just my sambole.
He's never slow, he's with a minstrel show.
He's fell from boomtown,
they can't stay hangin' around.
There's only one liza brown for sambol,
and no more he'll row, for he'll
get a home.
And when I'm his honey wife, not even
the sharpest night will haunt me, not on
your life, from sambol.
Sambo, sambole, sambole, sambole.
Never, never, never, never,
never had a bowl like sambol.
He's a dandy, is my angy-angy,
long and lanky sambole.
He's so handy when he's singin'
and playin' on a sambole, sambole.
[...] the two that no show, no show.
But one and death my little
wooly-headed sambole.
[...] sambole, sambole.
And he is a sambole, is a sambole, sambole.
[...] the [...] no show.
[...] sambole.
------------------
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Massa's In De Cold, Cold Ground   "Metropolitan Quartet","Stephen Collins Foster"
Language: en

From the meadow am I ringing
in the dark in mornful thorns.
While the mockingbird am singing,
happy as the day am gone.
Where the IBM are springing,
what a dressing-morn.
Where all that I must live,
living in the cold, cold ground.
Young in the cold field,
hear that mornful sound.
All the darkies and the weeping,
masters in the cold, cold ground.
When the autumn leaves am falling,
when the days were gone.
[...] hear all that are calling,
taking once a week and long.
Now the orange trees are blooming,
and the sun is gone.
Now the summer days are calling,
but the never cold no more.
[...]
[...]
The old and young.
Young in the cold field,
hear that mornful sound.
All the darkies and the weeping,
masters in the cold, cold ground.
------------------
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Where The Morning Glories Twine Around The Door   "Royal Fish","Harry Von Tilzer"
Language: en

["The Star-Spangled Banner"] [
"The Star-Spangled Banner"] ["The Star-Spangled
Banner"] ["The Star-Spangled Banner"] [
"The Star-Spangled Banner"] ["The Star
-Spangled Banner"] ["The Star-Spangled Banner"
] Down in New England, far far away,
picture of mother filled with joy.
Greeting her lost one, just here on day,
give me again, I love my boy.
See where my [...
] appears, tightly, her arms, left in mine.
Far far breaking, waiting for me,
down by the morning cloud in time.
Now the table moon is shining, and the
roses bloom as fair, and the [...] hiding,
they are waiting for me there.
Mother dear, will come to meet me,
and the sweetheart kiss will greet me.
Where the [...] around, the same old dawn.
------------------
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For All Eternity   "Charles Hackett","Angelo Mascheroni"
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[...] Nevermore, nevermore I may flee From you,
think of my voice He is a queen,
he is with me [...] ere in my [...
] life and death I [...] air grows [...] dark
gleam is shining [...] I'm in my inner [...
] is real, my wonder's power is fading
All things beside I feel it with control
Filling my heart with confidence [...] I
shall meet in our world so far and all
Where thoughts are [...] a field of mine
In this [...] I thought for mine All I am [...
] you, think of my [...] queen, he
is [...] in my home In life and death [...]
------------------
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Danny Deever   "Marcus Kellermann","Walter Damrosch"
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[...] you [...]
What are the bugas blowing for?
Set piles on parry.
Who turn you out?
Who turn you out?
The color of [...]
What makes you look so white, so white?
Set piles on parry.
I'm a dragon, what I've got to watch.
The color of the virgin stage.
For the rangin' danny, evil,
you can hear the day's watch play.
The regiments in Marlowe square,
the rangin' in him today.
They have taken of his button,
walked and cut his rights away.
And they're hangin' danny,
evil, in the mornin'.
What makes that real [...]
Set [...]
It's bitter cold, it's bitter cold.
The color of [...]
What makes that front rank man fall down?
Set piles on parry.
A touch of sun, a touch of sun.
The [...]
For the [...] they are marching of him round.
They have altered danny, evil,
by his column on the ground.
And his wing in half a minute,
all at sneak and twos in hope.
[...] in the mornin'.
His cock was right and cocked to mine.
Set piles on parry.
He's sleeping out and far tonight.
The [...]
[...]
He's ranking Peterfield alone.
The color [...]
For [...] you must mark him to his plate.
For he's got a comrades' leaping.
You must look him in the face.
Nine hundred of his county
and the regiment is praying.
[...] the mornin'.
What's that the black again?
The [...] on parry.
His danny's fightin' hard for life.
The [...]
What's that the twimpers overhead?
The piles on parry.
His danny pole is passing out.
The color [...]
For the tumblers and the gamer,
you can hear the quick step play.
The regiments in Parliament
and the marching of the waves.
All the young regurgitates are taken,
and that was the rear today.
[...] in the mornin'.
------------------
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Hear How The Sweet Sound   "Frank Croxton","Johann Strauss"
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[...] and I [...] scared of it I'm looking
for people and you're so inspired I
won't have to die and you go and [...
] time it's [...] any [...] not too sad It's
[...] It's very strange [...
] It's not too sad It's all right to be [...]
beautiful It's all right to fight It's
all right to fall La la la la la la La la
la la la La la la la la la La la la la la
La la la la la La la la la [...] don't
[...] will [...] town On the beach and
Who has found who it stands When it
is this time?
[...]
------------------
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Forgotten   "Thomas Chalmers","Eugene Cowles"
Language: en

in you only for [...] a half.
Only for a year and a half.
For a year and a half.
[...]
You are worthy.
For a year and a half.
[...]
Eminem, you are worthy.
You are worthy.
[...]
You are worthy again.
For this before I get, you are right here.
And I will have all the [...]
For I will not forget you.
[...] you.
[...]
For this before I get, you are right here.
For I got, [...] for getting,
in the end with all my heart, with a longing of
pain and rapture,
for the time when we never shall afford.
If a world wish to steal you and to hear you,
you will be a bearing your
arms again.
If this before I get, you are right here.
And I [...] the [...]
[...]
[...] I get, [...]
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50067_01_1250
On The Road To Mandalay   "Thomas Chalmers","Dyneley Prince"
Language: en

[...] smog in the top of a quack in
white charoutes and a waste in Christian
kisses on an even Ida's foot.
Lumine Ida made a mud,
what they call the great god bud.
Lucky lot she cared for Ida when
I kissed her where she stood.
And the road to Mandalay where the flying
features lay, And the [...] flight from
the out of time across the bay.
I am thick of waste in leather on these
gutty paving stones, And the blasted
English drizzle wakes the fever in my bones.
For I walked with fifty outmates,
out a-chefty to the strands, And they talked a
lot of loving, but what do they understand?
Deep deep faith and grubby hands,
law what do they understand?
I have a leater to eat a maiden
in a clean a green a-lub.
And the road to Mandalay where the flying [...
] the dawn comes [...] the out of
time across the bay.
If meet them where's it's a sewers,
where the best is like the worst, Where there
aren't no ten commandments
and a man can raise a thirst.
For the temple bells are calling,
and it's a stair that I would seek.
By the alma mine for Goda,
to your keen lazy head to the deep.
On the road to Mandalay where the old [...
] day, Where the big beneath the
awnings when we went to Mandalay.
On the road to Mandalay where the flying [...
] the dawn comes [...]
across the bay.
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50069_01_2389
Bonnie Sweet Bessie   "Marie Narelle","James L. Gilbert"
Language: en

[...] come to him one day,
And I will carry the day away.
The day has come to him that he [...
] And feet in the ground, [...] ache, For
heaven [...
] to see the moon, And he will never leave,
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50082_01_2135
You're Just Too Sweet To Live   "Collins and Harlan","Chris Smith"
Language: en

Shit.
Girl, her name is Caroline.
I'm anxious for the change, your name.
You have the sweetie eyes,
that's how you want me.
You're the candy, keep your mind.
You're too sweet to live,
and you keep on getting [...] all the time.
Why you're sweeter than the
gal than the sugar king.
If you ain't gonna change my name.
You're the candy, keep your mind.
You're too sweet [...] the time.
Ain't no use in talking
things that come my way.
Oh, me, oh, my.
Caroline has promised for the names of these.
Oh, me, oh, my.
Folks have been invited to
a stand for miles around.
I can see her now,
a slutton in her wedding gown.
She has promised she would change
her name from green to brown.
Oh, me, oh, my.
You're just too sweet to live, my little lady.
Too sweet to live for honey day.
You're sweeter to me than the sugar king.
I'm anxious for the change, your name.
You have the sweetie eyes,
that's how you want me.
You're the candy, keep your mind.
You're too sweet to live, and you keep
on getting sweet and fair all the time.
Oh, say, Caroline,
dream call me nice with name, will you?
Of course I will, Rasta Brown.
I'll call you Lopta.
Well, you end dressing what goes with it.
Look at here, Mr. Rasta Brown.
Does you know every time I look at you,
it reminds me of that old saying, where
eagerness is bliss?
No, Caroline, why does I remind you of
that old saying, where eagerness is bliss?
Because you look so exceedingly happy.
Oh, you're just too sweet to live,
my little lady.
Too sweet to live for honey day.
Sweeter to me than the sugar king.
I'm anxious for the change, your name.
You have the sweetie eyes,
that's how you want me.
You're the candy, keep your mind.
You're too sweet to live,
and you keep on getting [...] all the time.
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50070_01_3818
Where The Water Lilies Grow   "Royal Fish","Harry Green"
Language: en

[...] you the trainable.
A fairy [...] of glory,
but he's still running to dream the flow.
Was there where wife and daughter,
where the water living flow?
Oh, I never shall forget that night.
[...] sweet delight, Oh, if you want to
fight a true fight, [...] go, and there
she promised to be mine,
where the water living flow?
I often never after, down by that
morning's gleam, an old sad tale of love I
tell, to my young lovely queen, on every
moonlight evening, for a crown of [...]
hope the happy night remains,
where the water living flow?
Oh, I never shall forget that night.
My fool, what ever sweet delight, Oh,
it was down by the [...] go, and there she
promised to be mine,
where the water living flow?
Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh,
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50094_01_2103
There Is No Love Like Mine   "Marie De Kyser","Royal Fish","Louis A. Hirsch"
Language: en

[...] me [...] 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0
0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50094_01_2422
I Wish That You Belonged To Me   "Walter Van Brunt","Raymond A. Browne"
Language: en

["The Star-Spangled Banner"] [
"The Star-Spangled Banner"] ["The Star-Spangled
Banner"] ["The Star-Spangled Banner"] [
"The Star-Spangled Banner"] ["The Star
-Spangled Banner"] ["The Star-Spangled Banner"
] ["The Star-Spangled Banner"] ["The
Star-Spangled Banner"] ["The Star-Spangled
Banner"] ["The Star-Spangled Banner"]
["The Star-Spangled Banner"] [
"The Star-Spangled Banner"] ["The Star-Spangled
Banner"]
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50083_01_2362
I Love The Name Of Mary   "Walter Van Brunt","Ernest R. Ball"
Language: en

I have wandered around, but I never have come.
The heart that was meant for me, The lie
all who have known, Latina and the moon,
The face my heart must be.
The name in my dreams has been [...
] tender and true, And this small little
glove, seems a token of love,
And my dreams have all started anew.
My love, the name of Mary, Gentle and
sweet for Mary, Tender as ever, [...] from
my heart's glad singing, And from the hopes of
[...] joy is not [...] Mary.
[...] to be, But a challenge to [...
]'er to the rain, For love and search brave
and bold, Like the warriors of old,
The hand that can well this love.
It seems like a tale from the fairy,
Of love in the good days of yore, And
perhaps in the dead, Can I win like the best,
And happy we'll live evermore.
My love, the name of Mary, [...] Tender as [...
] And from my heart's [...] from
the [...] your full memory.
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50082_01_2157
Bake Dat Chicken Pie   "Collins and Harlan","Frank Dumont"
Language: en

If you want to make a nigga feel good,
I'll tell you what to do.
Watch that.
Why borrow a chicken from the neighbor's
yard and take it home with you.
No go.
Make sure you go and put him in
and while you wink your eye.
Oh my.
Give that flavor right up to your
nose of a homemade chicken pie.
Make that chicken pie.
It's mighty hard to wait.
You'll see that chicken good and
grease a seam along the plate.
Make that chicken pie.
And [...] a pie.
Oh how I wish a good live.
I had a beaker's life.
Make that chicken pie.
It's mighty hard to wait.
You'll see that chicken good and
grease a seam along the plate.
Make that chicken pie.
And put [...]
Oh how I wish a good live.
I had a beaker's life.
Give a talk of water,
melon and your praise rose pop.
But nothing beats a chicken pie
when it's right in front of you.
Especially if that chicken
am the one you had to feel.
No way.
Give the egg and pan the meat for you.
Come fancy for you.
Make that chicken pie.
It's mighty hard to wait.
You'll see that chicken good and [...
] the plate.
Make that chicken pie.
And put [...] pie.
Oh how I wish [...]
I had a beaker's life.
Uh huh.
Mmm mmm.
Say gal, speaking of chicken, an awful
funny thing happened to me the other day.
Well, what was that for?
Why, I went in the store and bought a
dozen eggs and on one of the eggs was
written a lady's name and her address.
Uh huh.
And underneath it says it.
Please write.
Yeah man, did you write?
No, cause after I opened the egg,
I knew by this time that she must be
their old lady.
[...]
Oh my God.
Bake that chicken pie.
It's mighty hard to wait.
You'll see that chicken good and [...
] the plate.
Shake it, shake it, shake it,
bake that chicken pie.
And put him like a pie.
Oh how I wish a good live.
I had a beaker's life.
Bake that chicken pie.
It's mighty hard to wait.
You'll see that chicken good and
grease a seam along the plate.
Bake that chicken pie.
And put him like a pie.
Oh how I wish a good live.
I had a beaker's life.
[...]
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50096_01_2294
Chiming Bells Of Long Ago   "Marie Narelle","C. F. Shattuck"
Language: en

[...] be here with you.
We have a song on your wall.
We've got a friend.
Oh, I'm so happy to be here with you.
We've got a song on your wall.
[...] here with you.
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50096_01_2186
I Dream That I Dwelt In Marble Halls   "Marie Narelle","Michael William Balfe"
Language: en

[...] where I want to dwell.
So it's time to realize that you love me.
You say that you love me.
You say that you love me.
[...] me.
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50060_01_1077
Old Folks At Home   "Christine Miller","Stephen Collins Foster"
Language: en

[...] young, then many happy days I
wondered many just from my son when I was
playing with my brother, happy one other.
[...] I [...] when I was playing with [...]
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50101_01_2329
Sleepy Rose   "Walter Van Brunt","J. E. Andino"
Language: en

[...]
Wake any troll with a hand of a king.
He'll bid that work in his garden,
showing that lovers may leave.
Stop living for the roses.
[...] with them, while they flee.
Leave me alone.
Leave me alone.
Wake and from your plea.
Leave me alone.
Love will die.
Love will die.
Leave me alone.
Leave me alone.
Farewell to flowerless power.
Farewell to season of snow.
Penderly, wet-wined is rocking.
Sweetly behead, gently move and flow.
What can sweetheart do from your day?
Telling love's story anew.
How can [...
] singing just as I'm singing to you?
Love will die.
Love will die.
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50062_01_1150
In The Valley Where The Bluebirds Sing   "Alfred Shaw","Alfred Solman"
Language: en

[...]
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50100_01_2139
My Bambazoo   "Collins and Harlan","Ted Snyder"
Language: en

You can sing a song of
Indian maids in a dusky zoo.
I've lost my heart for
once and all to a bamboo.
I want to go nip a tibry
moon and feel a kiss or two.
I long to roam to a little
home and sing this voice.
I'm waiting here my love needs
to be moon above in hopes that
you may come and move.
My bamboo do do do do do do.
Now there ain't no auto to where she dwells.
My dusky zoo.
My bamboo, but I know something just
to swell and it just holds two.
And it just holds two.
I'll hit you and not trip to a
car to make the blood look true.
I'll sprinkle it with gasoline
and I'll make this noise.
My bamboo, I'll air me true to you.
My airman queen at night I dream of you.
[...] do do do do do. I'm waiting here
my love needs to be moon above in hopes
that you may come and move.
My bamboo do do do do do.
L what's that you say?
Ben's ang-a-lung-a-la-plop yes, bless my
soul and that a proposal isn't he fine?
He must be the big chief himself Oh,
old monkey he-wah-wah Here, here, keep your
hands off me, keep your hands off me
Ooh-la-wah, brack-a-lop-lop Oh my, it all
sounds so sudden Ha ha ha ha ha [...
] now look here, ma'am If I accept you, I
won't live in just your jungle Mmm-la-lop Yes,
well, will
you live in old Alabama?
Mmm-la-lack-a-lunavo All right,
you big black bear Make a noise like a hunk and
drift with me [...] ha [...]-lop I'll e'er
be true to you [...] queen at night, I
dream of you I do re-de-de-de-do I'm waiting,
hear my [...]-dee-moo-la-lop In
hopes that you may come And woo
my Bamba Do-do-do-do-do-do-do
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50101_01_2413
With Joy, My Heart   "Marcus Kellermann","Robert Planquette"
Language: en

[...]
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50100_01_2162
Any Rags   "Arthur Collins","Thos. S. Allen"
Language: en

The story of a dragon.
He comes down the street
with a pack on his back.
He comes in the morning and he comes at night.
And he gobbles up everything in sight.
He wakes up the neighborhood for miles around.
He's a regular alarm clock always wound.
He gets beneath the window when you try
to get the feet and yells in a voice.
Oh, loud and gee.
Any rags, any rags, any rags,
any boons, any bottles.
Today there's a big black
rag picker coming this way.
Any rags, any rags, any rags,
any boons, any bottles.
Today it's a fame old
story in the fame old way.
Any rags, ladies?
No, no rags today.
All right, ladies.
Any rags, any rags, any rags,
any boons, any bottles.
Today there's a big black
rag picker coming this way.
Any rags, any rags, any rags,
any boons, any bottles.
Today it's the same old
story in the same old way.
If you happen for to leave a thing out
all night, you get up in the morning
and it's gone from your sight.
You'll know that ragged jack has been that way.
He's a very bad old man, people say.
He stole all his furniture, he stole his wife.
If he steal from his friend,
he steal your life.
He never gets molested as he daily walks about.
But things disappear when he yells.
Any rags, any rags, any rags,
any boons, any bottles.
Today there's a big black
rag picker coming this way.
Any rags, any rags, any boons, any bottles.
Today it's the same old
story in the same old way.
Any rags or bottles, ladies?
Do you give trading stamps?
No trading stamps, ladies.
Well, then I can't let you have the rags.
All right, ladies.
Any rags, any rags, any boons, any bottles.
Today there's a big black
rag picker coming this way.
Any rags, any rags, any boons, any bottles.
Today it's the same old
story in the same old way.
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50103_01_2288
The Pretty Girl Milking Her Cow  
Language: en

and hope that all I do do, [...] I have
loved their beautiful faces, But oh, I do
have the love to carry on.
[...] your sweet dreams and dreams,
And you will die for that night's run, [...]
beautiful [...] girl, [...] home.
The summer has yielded to autumn,
and the daisies and [...] and the cattle come
home from the pasture.
Then say to your lovely in the day, [...
] love, feel like a ghost of [...] your
knowing will burn, your lovely love will [...
] lovely, your lovely, your lovely,
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50114_01_2472
When It's Apple Blossom Time In Normandy   "Vernon Archibald","Huntley Trevor"
Language: en

There was [...] the wind, well they play.
Happy birthday, [...] the glaucon morning,
easily falling, what a lovely youth
today.
When it's half a glaucon I'm in love
with my feet, my [...] in the blood I'm
deep, I'm hard to feel, all a-winding well,
with no money, when it's half a
glaucon I'm in love with [...
] in the blood I'm deep, in the blood I'm deep,
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50105_01_2445
We've Got A Parrot In Our House   "Arthur Collins","Byron G. Harlan","Lewis F. Muir"
Language: en

Why, what's the matter?
What are you laughing at?
Come over here, I want to tell you something.
Now my house is like
a big menagerie.
Yes. All kinds of funny things you can see.
A Thomas, a Thomas, a Thomas.
A cat sleeps on the mat.
A dog who feeds upon a shoe or hat.
Our house is just a home for quite orbeez.
Including my Uncle Joe.
And only yesterday another came our way.
That made me yell, Hurray!
We've got a parrot in our house.
Pretty Paul, pretty Paul, pretty Paul.
We've got a parrot in our house.
Polly wants a cracker now.
Hear her swear like a trooper bold.
Remember she is only two years old.
We've got a parrot in our house.
Pretty Paul, pretty Paul, pretty Paul.
Bill Smith called on Sister Kate.
Well, called last night and stayed real late.
He did. Life turned low. Sister's bold.
Hugged her tight and said, I love you so fine.
Honey, love, just to prove my love's mine.
Maybe I'd die for you.
Good. Right then from overhead
the parrot spoke and said, go on,
she'll die right now.
Whee! We've got a parrot in our house.
Pretty Paul, pretty Paul, pretty Paul.
We've got a parrot in our house.
Polly wants a cracker now.
Hear her swear like a trooper bold.
Remember she is only two years old.
We've got a parrot in our house.
Pretty Paul, pretty Paul, pretty Paul.
Pretty Paul, pretty Paul, pretty Paul.
Keep still, Polly.
Hey, Joe, where have you been?
At the Devil's Ball.
Where's your wife, Joe?
My wife's gone to the country.
Hurray, hurry, hurry, ah! Oh, shut up, Polly.
Joe, you certainly do love your wife,
but, uh... Oh, you can't, ah!
Ah, ha, ha! Great bird! I should worry, ah!
Say, Joe, your wife and you
are like two crazy babies. Ah!
Ah! Oh, you Polly. Ah!
Wise bird, hey, George.
We've got a parrot in our house.
Pretty Paul, pretty Paul, pretty Paul.
We've got a parrot in our house.
Polly wants a cracker now.
Hear her swear like a trooper bold.
Remember she is only two years old.
We've got a parrot in our house.
Pretty Paul, pretty Paul, pretty Paul.
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50140_01_2803
The Bells   "Peerless Quartet","Frank Stilwell"
Language: en

On the 15th of September, about five years ago,
a prime island [...] opened It
was then I heard those awful bells that
rang out loud and clear And the noise
seemed to hear them every day throughout
the year What felt I teared, so
felt I fear?
Everything in my [...] those bells,
oh my I hear those bells Every time I hear
them, if something makes me feel it I lay,
I swear, I care, I care I seem to feel
them ringing everywhere Those bells,
those bells, take some away I say Something
terrible, something terrible has been to
me For it was on my wedding day that I
first a little day Those bells, those bells,
those bells Now one night I went out
flirting, the first time in my life I
flooded with her curly, oh my home to be my
wife Ha ha, where did you get that girl?
She made me look like September morning
when she got through I [...] I came to
her and looked around I yelled
out loud and clear Where is she?
What's that?
I hear the bells I [...] the earth is near
Those bells, those bells, oh my I hear
those bells Every time I hear them,
if something makes me feel it I lay, I swear,
I care, I [...] to [...] everywhere Those
bells, those bells, take some away I
say Something terrible, something
terrible has been to me For it was on my
wedding day that I [...
] day Those bells, those bells, those bells
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50140_01_2807
The Ragtime Dream   "Collins and Harlan","Lew Brown"
Language: en

I'm spending many a busy night, yeah,
I'm having many a dreary fright, whoa, all
due to my ragged appetite,
I'm a play to it, can't behave to it.
Last night, as soon as I fell asleep, [...
] in the room to dream how they haunted
me,
and they called me while I lay in summer deep.
I thought of words and orders on courage.
I heard the music and they [...]
I heard somebody say, it's the [...
] today, and Gabby's right, and Gabby's right,
still he's good, right, I'm very right,
we all got all he could get love, and
she's in the yup of the wall,
and all the life that's mellow, mellow deep.
It was ten nights I did [...] I had fallen
in the sunny river, and I walked to
find it all the rags I had seen.
At night, I'm all of delirious, oh,
there's all of something mysterious, my kiss
is getting quite serious, heavy ragged brain,
penetration of brain, it's motion,
it doesn't happen soon, I know I'll be a
ragged [...] every dream, ragtime goes
to be dancing all around my room.
I thought of [...] I heard the music [...
] up clean. I heard somebody say, it's
[...] Gabby's right, [...] right,
we all got [...] she's [...] there's [...]
mellow, mellow deep.
It was ten nights I did in the [...
] fallen in the sunny river, and I walked to
find it all the rags I had seen.
Wake up, boy, wake up!
Oh, my, what's that? Did you spoil a bus?
Boy, you was a dreamer, boy!
What were you dreaming about?
Oh, yes, sure enough, that's right.
I was dreaming that I was on board to rob a
newbie, and the captain said,
oh boy, what do you have to dream?
So I spoke up and said, why,
I'll have a chin, here, then.
Yes, and what, seven?
Well, I was watching the fog in the mission
that you used to see on [...] and I
just had it up from a mountain in
Houston from the wall and woke me up.
Yes, well, what, seven?
Yes, well, why don't you see the point?
If I'd only taken that huge, great,
little wing so long as they hit the mission,
I'd have had a shell
before you woke me up.
I thought I'd call me for a dog parade.
Help, help, help, help, help, help!
I hate the music I remember playing.
Don't [...] don't you hate it!
Since I've been trying,
since I've been trying, Oh, but I've [...]
We all got on [...] didn't enjoy.
And all of my bad, mellow, mellow teeth.
It wasn't when I started, in [...] fallen.
And thanks for the river,
I won't you find it all the right time for me.
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50107_01_2335
The Magpie And The Parrot   "Reed Orchestra [Edison Records]","Theo. Bendix"
Language: en

[...] the the the the the the the [...
] the [...] the [...] the the the the the
the the the [...] but but but but but but
but but but but but but but but but but
[...]
------------------
https://archive.org/details/edison-50153_01_2066
Flanagan And His Motor Car  
Language: en

That's it.
I hear a mortal call.
I've just been out in the motor car.
I had to find right, but I didn't go bad.
I was not to come back in the trolley car.
And that is the reason I'm here.
Well, well, what use of singing
a tune I can tell it better.
You'll excuse me for wearing these goggles.
You see, I just got off a motor car,
and I forgot to take them off.
Old Sam will tell you about it.
You see,
there was a special sale of motor cars one day.
I went to the sale, and I got a great bargain.
I got a $5,000 car for $4,999.87.
Of course, that didn't include the extras.
But then the extras only cost me $7,000 more.
I'll tell you, it was up for in turnouts.
In fact, it would turn you out
quicker than any car I ever saw.
And the great thing about it was that you
never had to crawl under it to fix it.
Because if the slightest thing went
wrong with the machinery, it would turn
upside down for you instantly.
Then it was so easy to get at it to fix it.
The man said to me, it's an
eight-horsepower runabout and very strong.
Well, it certainly was strong,
for you can smell it
further than any car I ever saw.
And it was a runabout all right,
because it would run
about half of my inland stuff.
And that eight-horsepower thing, it took
eight horses to pull it back home again.
What the funny thing was that you couldn't
make it run without a lot of dust.
In fact, it took more dust to
run it than it did to buy it.
Well, anyway,
motor cars are the greatest thing in the world.
Why, you don't see the poor
people know that you used to see
before the days of the motor car.
And the reason is that half the
poor people have been run over and
the other half are afraid to come out.
Oh, save it away.
Dan O'Brien, a friend of mine, had a motor car.
And he told me he was going to
have a new attachment put on it.
And would you believe it,
as soon as the attachment was put on it, O
'Brien lost control of the car.
The sheriff has it now.
Well, sir, I can do nothing with my car.
So I decided to get a chauffeur.
You know, chauffeur is French for plumber.
I call him a chauffeur because he gives
people such a little chauffeur they live.
My chauffeur certainly was a wonder.
I asked him if he had a recommendation.
And he said no.
But he thought he could
get one in a month or two.
He expected his last boss would be
out of the hospital be that time.
Well, you ought to see the clothes he had on.
He certainly was dressed to kill.
And such a disposition.
Why, he was the greatest fella for
running people down I ever saw.
He was a smart fella, though.
And it didn't take him long to show me the
difference between the quick and the dead.
The quick was the ones that got out of his way.
And the dead was those that didn't.
I asked him if he killed people often.
And he said no, only once.
Well, I took a chance.
And I went out with him this afternoon.
We were born so fast.
We were only hitting the
high spots on the road.
And I got scared.
I said to him, say, I'd give
$10 to be out of this.
He'll be out in a minute or two
and it'll cost you nothing.
Why, every time that fella blew the horn
for someone to get out of the way, he
thought he ought to have a life-saving medal.
Say, he could make that tan go so fast,
and took two people to talk about it.
One to say, here she comes.
And the other, there she goes.
Ha ha, well, we had a fine ride.
The fine was $50.
I thanked the judge, paid me fine,
discharged the chauffeur, sold the car, got
on a trolley, and here I am.
Now then, Professor, if you give me a
little gasoline, I'll touch a match to it.
["The Gasoline"] Gasoline has an awful smell.
The smell that only grows.
You can always find the most of town
if you'll only follow your nose.
With a terrible smell, the gasoline,
I learned to like it last.
But when I get the whip of it,
I know the danger's past.
------------------
